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Author's Notes: 

finished this out of boredom and tiredness during a five and a half hour bus journey from london to liverpool 
while listening to a neverending cycle of rowland s howard and blur, which kind of explains A) why this gets so 
moody, and B) why i ended up using the word beaujolais so much. in all honesty i really dont like this and i wish 
i couldve come up with something better but im really impatient and couldnt be assed with the three different 
versions i had lying around in my notes so if this is underwhelming for you by all means join the club lol. i 
wrote this on my phone so theres bound to be some grammar mistakes or something, title is a noel gallagher 


song, set around august Al, last of these little pieces.hope you enjoy it anyway 


Currently, Axl Rose sits at the foot of a hotel bed in London, predominantly naked. The french doors to the 
balcony are open, and the air is too warm and too thick and there are storm clouds rolling in He clutches a 
half empty bottle of beaujolais in his right hand and the phone in his left, holding it as far away from himself 
as possible. Despite this, he's still on the line. 


Currently, Izzy Stradlin sits in his car, pulled over to one side of the road. Everything's deadly silent, save for 
Izzy's own breathing and the cars rolling past. Everything that had to be said had been said. Izzy's ear is 


pressed against his cell phone, and he holds onto it with both hands for dear life. He's still on the line. 


Absolute hours had passed and now, the two of them find that words don't quite mean as much as they did 
two years, twelve years, fourteen years ago. They find themselves wondering if they ever did. Axl believes so, 
since it only took three to make everything that's ever happened feel pointless and insignificant and overall, not 


quite real. Those three, for Axl, are /m out, man 


Izzy believes differently, because Axl throws words around like they mean nothing; fuck you, love you, hate 
you, hate myself, fuck everything, fuck everyone. Izzy's had trouble processing reality lately. Everything feels 
slightly unorthodox, slightly shifted to the left, slightly uneasy. He's felt like this every day for the past two 
years. He's starting to think that maybe he just doesn’t give a shit anymore, and maybe its because he's 
sober but maybe it's because three words that had lost their meaning just spiralled into something worse. 
Those three, for Izzy, are / need you 


Axl, as he sits alone, contemplates talking again. He could beg, cry or scream, each of which he'd already done 
in the two and a half hours they'd spent on the phone. Instead, he reminds silent. It's settling in now that Izzy's 


made up his mind. 


In reality, Izzy's mind has never been made up. He doesn't want Axl's attitude but he does want Axl. The 
emphasis on want, rather than love. Izzy doubts Axl is capable of love, and then wonders if he's being too 
harsh. Axl could be capable of love, one day, when he's rid of the stress of public living and he's finally taking 
his meds. But that's not true of today, when everything's warped and tired and drugged up, and Izzy's not 


prepared to wait for tomorrow. 


So he's leaving. Its a sombre affair, says the angel on Axl's left shoulder, roll out the hearse and the coffin 
that carries every bullshit sentence Izzy ever told you, hold a funeral and let him fuck off back to the 
purgatory of shitty Indiana or wherever the fuck he wants to go. 


The devil on Axl's right shoulder tells him differently. Fuck him, fuck you, fuck everyone, nobody's blameless, 
break this, smash that, cut the wire on your house phone and lock yourself away. The order isn't unique to 
the situation, so it's ignored. 


Axl brings the phone up to his ear and sighs. 
Izzy hears this, and sighs himself. 
The two of them have no desire to carry on, but they don't want to hang up. Hanging up means just as much 


as finalising a contract, when they hang up, Izzy's gone and Axl's alone and funnily enough, neither of them find 


that preferable. 
Axl clears his throat. "Where are you gonna go?" he says rather than asks, his voice is a monotonous croak 


Izzy replies, "Indiana. Probably." to which Axl grimaces. Axl doesn't care to say a word, though Izzy does. "When 


are you back in America®" 


"Whenever | want." Axl huffs, and balances the phone between his ear and his shoulder and the wine bottle in 
his lap while he digs around for another pack of cigarettes, with total disregard for the two he's already been 
through today. 

"Thinkin maybe you'd wanna get a drink, talk this over-" 


"Nah, zz, we had a chance to talk this over but you didn't wanna, you just hopped on a fuckin’ plane with little 


to no notice-" 

"Cause | ain't playin’ a show I'm not gettin’ paid for." Izzy drags out the words, spitting them. 
"Christ, Izzy, you're fucking gettin’ paid, dramatic ass." 

Izzy holds the phone away as he laments, "here we fucking go again" Axl hears, but doesn’t say so. 
"I ain't fighting no more, lzz, my throats fuckin’ raw," Axl shakes his head. 


Izzy sighs, and rubs the bridge of his nose. He's still holding the phone away, as if Axl may as well jump out of 
it. 


"l'm tired of actin’ like we're in fuckin’ love when we don't know shit about eachother," Izzy says, loudly, 


seemingly not to Axl but to the phone in his hand. 

Axl nods in silent agreement. "Izzy, | don't know about you but you're the last person | could see myself lovin’. 
You're also the last person | could see myself needin' but that don't mean shit apparently ‘cause l- like, | really 
need you, Izz, like- really need you. | ain't shit without you." Unfortunately, those are the words that don't 
mean a thing to Izzy anymore. 


"You ain't shit with me, Ax, hate to break it to you." 


"Izz, I'm sorry, how many times do | have to fuckin'.look, leave the band, ok? But don't- don't leave me. Stay 


my. fri end" 


"Friend," Izzy snickers, "that what you call it now? Was Erin your friend too? Who's that other girl you been 


seein’, Stephanie? You just her friend as well?" 
"You sound fuckin’ ridiculous." 


"Two of a fucking kind then, it seems." Izzy laughs, but it's spiteful. He breathes in bitterly. "Man, l- | fucked up 


my relationship with Angela for you, asshole. | ain't got a single thing back in return" 


"Cunt, | didn't ask you to fuck it up, that's your own damn fault. Your own damn fault that you can't keep a 


stable fuckin’ relationship even when you're fuckin sober." Axl makes sure that his words cut as deep as 


humanly possible. The malice in his words gives him the upper hand within the conversation. It allows him to 


fight back without anxiety eating him from the inside out. A funny sort of false consciousness. 
"Yeah," Izzy agrees softly, though he doesn't want to, "that's true, isn’t it?" 


They both accept that it is. 
They both accept, also, that it isn't. 


The past few years, the ones that have moved fast for Axl but far too slow for Izzy, have been little more 
than overdrinking and underdrinking respectively, tantrums and meltdowns, and quick gropes late at night which 
kept Izzy from his fiancée and Axl from reality. 

The angel returns, once again, to perch on Axl's shoulder. Apologise, forgive him, apologise and forgive him, it 
tells him, but Axl knows that Izzy knows that apologies are a last resort. Then again, Axl's down to last 


resorts. 


The devil also returns, offering a seemingly plausible suggestion Kill yourself and make him sorry. Though Axl 


shakes the thought quickly. The last resort seems preferable. 


Axl grips the phone again and flips his hair over his shoulder, running a hand through it while attempting to 


maintain rationality. "No, Izz, its not true. I'm sorry." 

Izzy, however many lightyears away, blinks. "What?" 

"Do you want me to tell you that Angela leaving was my fault?" 

Izzy is silent. 

“Cause | will" Axl enforces. "Say you'll stick around and I'll take whatever responsibility you want me to." 


"Axl, that's not the fucking point!" Izzy raises his voice, out of more exasperation than anger, but Axl's soul 


still sinks. Izzy sighs and leans back in his seat. “That's not the fucking point." 
"Then what is? Don't tell me what to say if it ain't gonna keep you here with me." 


"l ain't telling you what to say, and it ain't gonna make a blind bit of difference whether | stay or go." Maybe 


Izzy wants to stay, deep down. He doesn't know. 


Izzy's relationship with Axl is a strange one. For the two of them, its built on the trust of the other, but little 
else. For two men, an intimate relationship based on kissing and touching may be worse than flat out fucking. 
Especially when one of them often acts out in a subconscious effort to preserve the skeletons in his closet 


and the other is clinically depressed. 


Izzy may have liked a little more than kissing and touching. Possibly a little less than fucking. He would've liked 
Axl to have been more receptive, more reciprocative, because so far their emotional relationship has been 
based solely on Izzy knowing Axl, knowing how to talk him down from the ledge. Izzy would've liked them to have 
been better friends, but at the end of the day, their relationship plays little role in keeping Izzy in the band, 
though it also plays little role in driving him away. If anything, the idea of Axl giving him something back might 


actually convince him to stick around. 


In Axl's mind, he's the one trying to talk Izzy down from the ledge this time. In Izzy's mind, Axl's the one 
hurling him off. 


Having been pushed from said metaphorical ledge, the sound of Izzy's body cracking against the pavement is 


the equivalent of Izzy staying in the band. Axl's satisfaction remains the same in both scenarios. 


Alternatively, Izzy landing on his feet unharmed is the equivalent of Izzy leaving the band. Axl's rage, 


disappointment and subsequent mood swings remain the same in both scenarios. 


This would only be the case, however, if Axl was borderline sociopathic which, Izzy muses, he's not. Then again, 


Izzy doesn't feel he knows him well enough to make that call anymore. 
Izzy's rarely on the ledge, though. It's always Axl. Mostly metaphorically, but sometimes literally, and Izzy may 
not know him as well as he thinks but he'll never stop caring about him. Sometimes he thinks he doesn't know 


Axl because he forgets that he actually did, long ago, but Bill's a whole other lifetime ago. 


"Izz, you still there?" Axl's voice crooks, forlornly, and Izzy realises what a pathetic little man remains on the 


line. He sighs. 

"Yeah," he's not going anywhere. 

Silence blares again, and Izzy grows tired. 

"How about that drink?" Axl mumbles, regretfully. It makes Izzy's heart swell. 
"When do you want it?" 

"Tomorrow would be too short notice," Axl states. 


"You're the one with the schedule," Izzy hides a small smile from nobody in particular. "You gotta fly from 


London. l'm not havin’ a drink with you when you're jetlagged. Rather throw myself out of a building.” 
Axl smiles as well, though it's forced. He only wishes Izzy could see the effort. 


“Sunday, noon," Axl decides, "if that's alright." 


Let me check my schedule, Izzy thinks and rolls his eyes. "Yeah, sounds good. Take a fuckin’ lithium beforehand." 
The smile on the other line disappears. "God, zz, you're fuckin’ hilarious, ain't you?" 


"l ain't hilarious, I'm serious. | don't wanna walk out with red wine dripping down my face and glass stuck in my 


head! 
"Well, you've put it in my head now," Axl smirks. "Stay in the band and I'll see what | can do. 

Izzy smiles, sadly. The worry's still in Axl's voice, and Izzy feels awful. "We'll talk about it, Ax. See you then" 
"Yeah," Axl agrees softly, "see you then, Izz" 


The line goes dead after going on three hours. For Axl, words mean a whole lot less than they did an hour ago. 
They mean a whole lot less than they did two, twelve, fourteen years ago. Izzy's words still manage to strike 
fear into him, but they can contradict. They can change. Words aren't for definite, and promises don't mean 


shit. 


The three words that changed his mind were see you soon 


For Izzy, words mean a whole lot more. Lies mean a whole lot more, more than they did in an hour, a day, a 
year or fourteen of them and everything in between. And Izzy's racked with guilt right now, and it's tough. But 
he knows now that words mean more, and he realises that he may have been talking people down from 
metaphorical ledges without using real words at all. 

The three words that he pretended talked him down from the ledge were see you soon He only hopes some 


more will come along that give him a reason to throw himself off. 


As the rain rolls in, Izzy turns on his engine. 
Axl closes the french doors. Axl waits for the thunder to hit as he nurses his beaujolais, and Izzy prays for 
lightning to strike him before he gets home. 


He feels wrong, somehow, like he's awaiting a death sentence. Maybe he's just got a heavy conscience. But he 


supposes he'll feel better tomorrow. 


Before he heads back onto the highway, he reaches over to the glove compartment and pulls out a pack of 
cigarettes. He shakily lights one with a shitty zippo he keeps hidden in the battered pack, just in case of 
emergencies. He thought he gave them up a while back. Apparently not. Fucking Axl. 


Fuck it, he'll give up when he's thirty, he thinks desperately, looking upwards and taking a drag. Once he's 


composed himself, he drives away. 


